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A sort of follow up from \"A real friend\". Everybody in the story (except James and Lars) are fictional. The 
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It was a blustery evening in October and James Hetfield was sitting in his bedroom, playing guitar. He had 
recently bought Iron Maiden's first album and he was trying to learn one of the songs off it. As he was 
playing one of the riffs over, there was a knock at his door. 


Yeah, come in’ James called out. The door opened and Aunt Penny put her head round it. 
‘Its time you were going to bed now James dear" she said. "It's after 22:00 and you've got school tomorrow". 
"OK Auntie" said James. Aunt Penny smiled at him, then closed the door again. James switched off his guitar, 


unplugged it from its amp and began rolling up the amp lead. As he was getting ready for bed, he began 
thinking about school..and in particular his (lack) of popularity there. 


Sometimes school can be such a dump! It sucks that the guys who everybody looks up to and who get the best 
looking girls are the ones who have big heads, bigger mouths and are good at sports. They're mostly dicks but 
everybody thinks that the sun shines out of their asses 


If only | could do something that would make me really popular at school James thought. Something awesome, so 
that all the other kids would think | was really cool instead of just that skinny blonde kid who listens to weird music. 
But what could | do? James pulled off his trainers and socks and hunted through his side table drawer after 
his pyjamas. The other kids arent impressed when | do well at lessons and the only games Im good at are ones 


that they dont have. 


James pulled on his pyjama top and giggled as he suddenly wondered what would happen if they got a new 
sports teacher and he added skateboarding or surfing to the curriculum. Haha, the principle would explode in 
horror! James imagined himself skateboarding in the sports hall, in front of the whole class. He'd do brilliantly 
and their new sports teacher would praise him up to the skies. "Wow, this kid is excellent", he would say. 
"Hetfield, you ought to enter the Junior Skateboarding Championships for California’. And all the other kids 
would cheer and look at James with new respect. And that following break time, loads of girls would come over 


and ask him out on a date. 


That would be brillant! James thought. He put on his pyjama trousers and then scrambled into bed. Cuddling 
down under the covers, he continued to daydream. Sadly, such a cool sports teacher seemed really unlikely..so 
how else could he become popular? Supposing the school set on fire? He could ring the fire alarm and warn 
everyone to vacate the building. Or better still, put the fire out himself.preferably risking life and limb to do 
so. Then he would be a hero and maybe even get an award. James imagined himself at a huge ceremony, held 
in his honour; he would be standing up on stage in front of the whole school and his family would be there too. 
Then the principle would go up to him, carrying a box with a medal inside. "This medal is awarded to James 
Hetfield.for special service to the school. In fact, if it hadn't been for your quick thinking and courageous action 
Hetfield, we wouldn't have a school any more". Then he would place the medal around James’ neck and the 
crowd would cheer loudly. And Uncle Bernard and Aunt Penny would be speaking to the parents of the prettiest 
girls, saying, "Yes, that's our nephew’. 


James smiled to himself, then turning over on his side; he drifted off to sleep.the image of the cheering people 


fixed firmly in his head. 


FEE EE E E E E E WE E FE E AE E WE WE WE E E E E E E WE E E E E E WE E WE E E E E E E E EE E E E 


The following day - break time 


Despite his daydreams of the previous night, nothing had changed or happened at school to give James the 
opportunity to increase his popularity. The same old sports teacher (who thought that skateboarding and 
surfing weren't real sports and that boys with long hair were sissies) was still there..and as James stood in a 


sheltered corner of the playground, he thought that it would be far to cold for any self respecting fire to 


even think about happening. An icy wind blew from the north, tearing the remaining few leaves off the trees 
and sleety rain hammered down, stinging the faces and necks of anybody it touched. James couldn't help but 
smirk as he saw two big lads walk past; their collars turned up in an attempt to protect themselves from the 
sleet. Hal Having long hair is an advantage in weather like this James thought. 


A couple of minutes later, the janitor went past, whistling as he wheeled his cart along. He was trying to sweep 
up the fallen leaves, which was proving to be difficult on such a windy day. Seeing James standing there with 
nothing to do, the janitor tapped him on the shoulder. "Hey son, run back to my office and fetch my gloves for 
me, will you" he said. "I forgot them and my hands are like blocks of ice". 


"OK then’ said James. Hurrying back to the office, he soon found the gloves, which were drying out on a wall 

radiator. James took them back outside, wincing a little as he stepped out into the chilly wind. Looking around 

for the janitor, James’ attention was caught by what looked like the start of a fight. Four boys, whose names 
he didn't know but recognised them from a class above him had surrounded a smaller boy and were taunting 
him and pushing him about. James didn't recognise the small boy but thought he looked interesting, as he had 
long hair and was wearing a Motorhead jacket. 


Unfortunately this seemed to be the cause of the fight from what James could hear this boy shouting back 
at the bullies. 


"You guys are assholes!" he yelled. "Just cos you don't like rock music doesn't mean you have to pick on people 
who do". 


He's right thought James, who felt bad for the little rock fan. A lot of the kids made fun of him because of his 
long hair and varying rock t-shirts and jackets that he wore. However, because James was tall for his age, 
none of them went beyond shouting insults at him from a distance. James had to admire the little guy..even 
though the bullies were all taller than him, he was standing up to them and yelling back.giving as good as he 
was getting. But within seconds, they had grabbed the small boy and began dragging him over towards the bins. 


Realising what they were going to do, James felt a hot wave of fury wash over him. Stupid assholes, they're 
only picking on him cos there are four of them and they're all big guys James raced over towards them and 
grabbing the nearest bully by the back of his coat, pulled him over onto the ground. The boy yelled in surprise 
and the other three whipped round, still clutching at the small boy. 


"Why don't you jerks pick on somebody your own size?" yelled James. All five boys stared at him in stunned 
silence. In fact, all the kids in the playground were now watching avidly, waiting to see what would happen. A 
thought flashed into James' mind. /f / make these bullies back off, thatll make me popular. In his mind's eye, he 
saw the bullies releasing the little rock fan and then running off in fear. Then the other kids would all come 
over and congratulate him on his bravery..the girls especially would be impressed. James stood there, glaring 


at the bigger boys, waiting for them to turn tail and run 
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Fuck! James thought to himself. Shit, how did that happen? 


In films, the situation would have happened exactly how he had imagined. In real life, he was now half upside 
down in the bin, with a black eye and a bloody nose to boot. James struggled and fought through the rubbish, 
finally righting himself. He pushed the bin lid open and then helped the other boy out. They tumbled down onto 
the wet grass together, bruised and out of breath. 


"Hey, thanks for sticking up for me" the boy said. 

James sighed and wiped something sticky off his face. "That wasn't meant to happen?" he muttered. 
"Awww, you mean you weren't sticking up for me?" 

"Nah, | was..but | was supposed to win" said James. "Anyway, are you OK kid?" 

"Yeah, I'm fine" said the boy. "Its Lars by the way". 

"Huh? Oh, your name, right". James wiped his hand across the back of his nose. "Uhh, hi Lars. I'm James". 


"Pleased to meet you" said Lars, holding his hand out. James blinked, then shook Lars' hand. "Are you going to 


go and get your nose seen to?" 


"Nah, I'll just wash my face in the bathroom", said James. He didn't want to have to try and explain to the 
school nurse why he was covered in rubbish. He set off across the playground and Lars hurried after him. 
Risking a glance round, James was relieved to find that it was now nearly deserted. A few kids smirked as he 


and Lars went past but they didn't say anything. 


"Thank again for helping me fight those other boys" said Lars. "I don't believe it.my first day here and | get 
into a fight. My mom and dad will be really cross. Though | guess | don't have to tell them. | mean, not just cos 
| don't want them to get mad at me but | don't want to worry them in case they think that I'm not fitting in 


here. Say, do you like rock music too? | just wondered cos you've got long hair". 
"Er, yeah" said James, rather taken aback at Lars' non-stop talking. "Yeah, | do". 


"Cool!" said Lars happily. "That's really lucky for me, meeting another boy who likes the same kind of music as | 
do on my first day here. Which bands do you like James? | like..".Lars continued to talk nineteen to the dozen 
and James listened and tried to stop his nose bleeding. They passed the janitor, who was sweeping up a pile of 
sodden leaves. Remembering his original errand, James pulled the gloves out of his pocket and handed them 


over to the janitor. 


"There ya go sir" he said, relieved to see that there wasn't any rubbish stains on the gloves. 


"Uh, thanks" said the janitor, staring at James and Lars and wondering what had happened to them. 


96 6 FE E E E E E E WE E AE E AE E WE WE WE E E E E E E WE WE E E E E WE E WE E E E E E E E WE E W E E OK EE 


"And remember what the teacher said to us when we got back to class?" Lars said, starting to giggle. James 


looked up from his beer and screwed up his nose trying to remember. 
"Which teacher was it again?" he asked. 
"Mr Owen" said Lars. 


"Oh yeah..that fat guy with a porn star moustache" snorted James. "He was such a dick. Didn't he ask us why 


we smelled weird and why we were late?" 


"Yeah" said Lars, giggling more. "And you told him we'd been helping the janitor and then he said Hmm.but the 
Janitor doesn't smell. James laughed so hard he nearly choked on his beer. 


"Ah hell yeah, | remember it now. Man, Mr Owen was so fucking clueless! He believed us anyway, didn't he?" 


"I think so" grinned Lars. "Good thing he did too. My mom and dad would have been mad if | would have gotten 


detention in my first week at my new school". 


James nodded and drank some more beer. "You know, talking about it makes it sound like yesterday" he said. 


‘Its hard to believe that it was ten years ago this month". 


"Yeah, | know what you mean" Lars agreed. "Back then, we were just kids..dreaming of becoming rock stars 


someday, And now we are rock stars and we've made five albums..weird isn't it?" 


"Nah, it's not weird, it's great" said James. He put his hands behind his head and stretched out his legs under 
the table. "We're famous now and popular and..".James suddenly paused and looked at Lars. The little drummer 
was sitting opposite, his hair tumbling over his shoulders, his green eyes shining with amusement and his top 
lip covered with foam from his beer. Lars noticed James’ intense gaze and he was puzzled. 


"What's up James?" he asked. 
"Nothing" said James. "I was just thinking, on that day when | tried to save you, | really wanted to be a popular 
kid. | thought that it was really important. And yet now | am popular, | realise that back then | gained 


something on that day that was loads more important". 


"What was that?" Lars asked curiously. 


"You of course, dickhead" James grinned. Lars stared at him in surprise for a moment, then he blushed. 


"Awwww James" he stammered. "l-l." 


"Not like you to be lost for words", said James innocently. Lars went even redder..James' words had really 


touched him. "l-I feel the same way about you too. |..um.shit..".he grinned weakly. "| dunno what to say". 
"How about Let me go and buy you another beer James./ can see you've nearly finshed yours' suggested James. 


"Asshole!" chuckled Lars as he stood up and took his wallet out of his pocket: 


The End 


